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Light falls every evening... 


Light falls every evening 

Beneath the earth's edge: 

Black hills in the red middle-distance 
Open and rise up higher -- 


Like the edge of a crater against the sun. 


The bare trees are grey and dark brown. 
Sunset turns them heather and rose; 
And the light, finally, alters beyond 
The charred, crumbling hills, 


Their edges red-brown in the last illumination. 


Light falls every evening 

Past the drop-off horizon, 

The earth's rim that widens 
Like the eye's pupil in darkness, 


Like the rings of a tree. 


I see light's last glitter 

In the held cup of the pond; 

I feel it far beneath the trees' roots, 
I smell it in the half-rotted leaves. 


I hear it far beyond the earth's edge, 
The earth-limit. 


A Hill 


Up ahead 


In copper light 
Against the sunset 


Telephone poles 
Charred looking 


Burnt in gold light 
Yellow and green 


Illusory fire 
A single hill 


Black sticks 
Spiky light streaming 


Black wires 
Lead talking to talking 


As silently as thought 
The air is crowded 


With unheard speech 


Early in the Morning 


Spectral 
I move in dawn-glitter 


Flashing mercurochrome sun 
Just above black roof tops 


Adrift 
Like a fish in gold light 


So intense almost liquid 
The summer sunrise 


In half obscurity 
Of eerie light 


Less substantial now almost 
Unbodied, half-bodied 


My head lacking sleep 
Like a bag full of hay 


My shadow more steady 
In the dry grass than my steps 


I become 
Only half what I am 


And yet more a shape now 
Not a body, filled 


With unearthly light 
Behind me 


My shadow is set 
On a ripple of gold 


My shadow that reaches out 
So far ahead 


One September 


In the earliest light 
I move past quiet houses 


Through streets nearly empty 
Very still, my footsteps 


Quite loud in the cool morning air 
My shadow slips over white clapboard 


Over the burnt red of brick 
And the slate-grey of macadam 


I enter the tall grass near school 
The grass is wet with many clear frost beads 


My shadow, which had trailed at my side 
Shifts around to the front 


Flashing out 
Like a search light ahead of me 


Distended from a blob at my feet 
It tilts out sharply and long 


Like a spike 
Or a dagger 


Or perhaps like a nail 
The last splinter of night 


A pathway of night 
I can never step out of 


But which in the lengthening day 
Will shorten and then be drawn into me 


Knowing, not knowing 
I absorb it we will grow 


Unavoidably one 
In the copper light 


Of the morning 
A cool morning one September 


My long shadow ripples and steps 
Across the green field 


July Afternoon, Walking 


The sunlight's on my face 
on my forehead and eyelids 
And in my eyes 


I feel it on my arms -- 
it burns down on my shoulder, 
on my neck 
And on my hands 


My face feels baked and dried out, like cracked earth 
Yet as I walk I seem to breathe light in 
In the warm sun, what is happening to my skin? 


The sunlight is a wave, 
is many waves — 
A million every instant, each echoing to infinity 


Or it is like a sea — 
Light flows, no particle of being but that is bathed in it 


Or perhaps it is a thought 
imparted 
In this moment of clarity and aspiration 


Suddenly 
I feel my body is nothing 
and is my very form itself -- 


Shaped by my moving through these burning forms, 
shaped by this light 


Instant by instant, silently, 
yet with the weight of suns 


Life and the world change in me as I walk 


Sleeping with the Moon 


In the autumn night, cool 

And fragrant, windy and 

Leaves snapping and tattering from the trees, 

We lie together in your bed. 

The white moon burning in the branches outside. 
Porcelain moonshine 

Filling the white and gathered curtains at your window. 


The curtain of your heavy tresses, 

Of your long brown hair, 

Is all around my eyes — 

(Tresses an old word, but the only one). 


Your hair is streaming all around my face, 
Touching at my forehead, eyebrows, cheek. 
On the wall, 

The shadow of your curving back. 

Your face a shadow over mine, 

Very close. 


A woman, 

You have your own agenda, 
Your own purposes. 

Why me? 

You don't know why yourself. 


Hidden in the streamings of your hair, 

As in the leaf-strewn steamings of the moon, 
Are the gathering nights — 

Winter, spring, summer, fall 

Turning you night by night, 

Effacing me, 


Unbinding, scattering -- 
You. 
Me. 


You and me. 


Invocation 


What could you lack? Rooted in dignity, 

Sensitive, beautiful and passionate, 

Your heart, your mind and body undivided 

Have pursued their one truth, following all threads. 
Concerning the Queen of Angels and of Silence 

I have pondered many nights and many hours... 


Concerning the Queen of Silence. 


Staying up quite late... 


Staying up quite late 
To see what thoughts 
Might cross my mind — 


The night ticks slowly. 


Like a stethoscope 

The waiting silent room reveals 

The slightest pulse of naked hope 
That lives within the beating mind 
But which the day somehow conceals. 


The eye is baffled nearly blind 
Which tries to look inside itself. 


Tomorrow I will wake and rise 
And try to see with nearly hopeful eyes. 


Desk Thoughts 


The wind is strong the cold March rain 
Is blurry on the window pane 

And though it's nearly winter-cold 

I'd rather be alive out there 

Than stifled cluttered up in here 

This constant study makes me old 


What have you written and what read? 
I feel a pressure in my head 

That makes me want to get away 
From all the entanglements of speech 
And neither read nor write nor teach 
But actually to live each day 


I read somewhere Zen masters say 
You should resolve to live each day 
As though a fire were in your hair 
But flashing eyes and hair of flame 
Cannot but seem a little tame 

When they are words mouthfuls of air 


The Fountain 


You are so beautiful, now stay 

With me a while. No, do not move -- 
Here where the fountain's misty day, 
At midnight, makes its bright alcove. 
This circle where the water falls, 

Is where the two of us must be 

For just this moment, while it tells 
My love to you and yours to me. 


The water breaks into a shower 
Of a thousand sprays, 
And in the moonlit hour 
As it leaps and plays 
To fall on marble stairs 
Will fall and die into a rain of tears. 


Sound of its falling fills the dark. 
Our love is like the water there 
That reaching in its golden arc 

Into the misty midnight air, 

Must drop down like a moonlit rain, 
Or like the passing memory 

Of what can never be again, 

Mine lost in you, and yours in me. 


The water breaks into a shower 
Of a thousand sprays, 
And in the moonlit hour 
As it leaps and plays 
To fall on marble stairs 
Will fall and die into a rain of tears. 


Moonlight makes you so beautiful, 
As you draw near so briefly now. 
Listen to the fountain fill 

The night that’s empty still somehow. 
The sky, the water, a brief wind 

That shivers the white poplar trees 
Are things we cannot leave behind 
But keep within two memories. 


The water breaks into a shower 
Of a thousand sprays, 
And in the moonlit hour 
As it leaps and plays 
To fall on marble stairs 
Will fall and die into a rain of tears. 


(after Baudelaire) 


Half an Hour 


We never slept together; probably 

We never will. We talked 

In the amber dimness of the bar a while, sitting 
In a booth; the two of us were drinking, 
You were smoking too as usual, 

And gradually, ever so slowly 

You moved a little closer, 

Or maybe it was I 

Who moved, 

Just to be a little bit nearer to you. 

It really is a pity 

That we never did, 

And you know I won't deny 

That it's you I've always loved. 

But people who are like us, artists, 
Sometimes we, 

By going far -- very far, so far -- 

Into the fury and confusion 

Of our creativity 

Create a kind of pleasure or at least a joy 
That borders on the physical. 

So, being with you yesterday, 

Albeit with the help of alcohol 

And its mysterious possession, 

I had a half an hour -- yes, just thirty minutes -- 
That were ecstatic, wonderful, 

Irrational, and also beautifully erotic, 
And I think you knew 

And stayed a little longer with me there 
Because of it. I was so glad of that 


And grateful too, since then 

With all my ardor and imagined love, 

Under the spell of darkness, music, smoke, and 
alcohol, 

I had to see your face across from mine, 

I had to see your lips, 

I had to have you near. 


(after Cavafy) 


Mists and Rain 


O end of autumn, winter, muddy spring, 
Dark times of sleep, I love it when you bring 
Your smoky rain and mist and fog like cloud 
To wrap me in a dark diffusive shroud. 


Over that windy and deserted plain, 

Where through the night the creaking weathervane 
Revolves, my soul extends its wings and cries 

Its exultation to the drizzling skies. 


For one accustomed to the frost and sleet, 
Whose heart is half dead, nothing is more sweet 
Than having your cold darkness always near, 


O deadly seasons, sovereigns of our year, 


-- Except perhaps to quiet my distress 
With one both elegant and dangerous. 


(after Baudelaire) 


At Midnight 


The clock is striking midnight now 
And tells it’s time for us to say 
How we have utilized the day, 
Although not why, just simply how: 
Today, the thirteenth of the month, 
A Friday, studiously spent 

In breaking each commandment, 
From the first through to the tenth. 


We have insulted Christ, blasphemed 

The only one we cannot doubt, 

And careful lest we be found out, 
Although not terribly ashamed, 

We’ve fawned upon the world whose ass 
We’ ve kissed, and yet not quite enough. 
We’ve used those whom we claim to love 
And flattered those who ill-use us, 


Derided those whom we despise 

As knowing mere obedience, 

And like a stupid audience 

Applauded blank stupidities. 

We’ve taken mere things to our hearts, 
A deeply satisfying right, 

And blessed the phosphorescent light 
Of nature as it slowly rots. 


And finally, to drown disgust 

And hopelessness, desire, and hate, 

By blurring all into one state 

Of nervous cultivated lust 

So dismal that we have to laugh, 

We’ve smoked and drunk — a total bore — 
Then screwed till we were tired and sore. 
Turn out the light, we’ve had enough. 


(after Baudelaire) 


Evening, An Hour 


What do we have but this one moment now? 
The evening closing in accustomed grace, 
The tea that fills our cups so clear and warm 
As evening's light floods in upon us here. 
The light is too a warmth, your presence here 
Likewise is something that I know and feel 
Diffused throughout my being like a warmth, 
A grace of that which welcomes and accepts. 
The rightness of this hour poised for us 

Is something that we shall not always have; 
Come closer then, speaking softly to me now 
And let me speak to you as though we were 
Not separate but we two now simply one -- 
One ecstasy, one silence, one peace 


Walking through the Old Town 


One afternoon walking downtown, 

About to cross the old Conklin Street bridge, 

I pass the concrete wall marked with red, 

Orange, and blue swirls of spray paint, 

With twisting ribbons, scarves and drizzling 
plumes. 

In one corner a dripping spatter 

Of crimson runs down. 


Stopping for a second I see 

Zeros, X's, infinity loops, 

Arrows, a cartoon-like face, a bull's eye -- 
The hex signs of the others, 

Those the unknown and yet familiar. 


Their crude speech is flung there -- 
Blaring and silent, without syntax, 
Almost wordless, 

Spoken by no one to no one, 

In this particular spot, 

At this one tallied notch in historical time. 


Half in the shadow of the wall 

Are two or three benches -- forest green, wooden, 
With rusty black arms of wrought iron 

And vine-ornamented legs. 


Ten yards to the left 

Is the disused bridge, unsafe now for years 
And closed to all traffic. 

Rust patches stain the girders and rivets 
The red of dried menstrual blood. 


Look up: through the tron web 
Of arches, cables and spars -- 
The blue and exalted North Country sky. 


Who here remembers the fires 

That cindered the world 

And threatened -- perilously, briefly -- 
To change it? 


Here everything is what it is and will be. 


The Susquehanna flows under the bridge. 
My form is vaguely reflected 

In the green shine of the water 

Amid magnesium flares, bright webs 
And flickering spokes. 


On the water downstream 

The wind brings out gooseflesh of silver 

And wind-bruises of steel blue. 

Closer, where the sun strikes it, 

The blue water crinkles, shimmers and sparks. 


September Night, Bright Moon 


Wandering the city streets 

At night, beneath 

A chalk-white moon 

That shines and shines and pours 
Its light through open windows 
Onto beds and dressers, chairs 
With clothes draped over them, 
Along the wooden floors 

Of empty rooms, on sleepers, 
Men and women, old and young, 
Those worthy and unworthy 

To be so silently, mysteriously visited, 
I walk the autumn night and feel 
The shining light, the 
Strangeness of it all and think 
That these, the loved 

And unloved, the wealthy and 
The poor -- all 

Must sleep tonight, lie lightly touched 
With ash of moonlight, 

Its dim unearthly silver blue. 


The buildings float now 
Weightless, without place, 
Unmoored against 

The deep black of the sky. 

I walk the ashen streets 

And see the moonlight 
World that quivers 

In the trembling of an eye. 
Those wakeful shut their eyes 


And sleep at last. 

Quite soon the wood-sequestered owl 
Will shut its eyes, 

The world turn back 

To face the sun, 

The insubstantial 

Become substance once again. 


A Day at the End of Winter 


Wednesday of ashes, and the greying snow 
Reveals an ashen tint at twilight. 

And in the partial frustration of sight 
There is no promise or purpose of thaw. 


Yet even winter darkness has its light 
Compared to that which one can only know 
Beyond worldly love or natural sorrow -- 
Sorrow in mind which cannot be made right. 


Disease in time -- what is the timely cure? 
One thing is certain: he's no longer here 
Who imperceptibly has gone elsewhere, 


Who suffered his own gradual erasure. 
We ask what's left, after such contagion, 
To offer to the watery spring sun. 


After Bonnard 


Her form amid the radiant penumbra -- 

Gold water and gold tiles and gold light. 

Time is the faintest whisper in her mind, 

Less than the sound of water, than each small splash. 


Rather it's something known by its absence, 

And so not even thought, obscurely known. 

Time is not permeating warmth of water felt 
Through every part of her and trace of self 


Dissolving in the bath of golden light, 
Time is what isn't present, what's not felt, 
Archaic syllable of no import 


In this basilica where life is light, 
Where flesh is clarity, and Being poised 
Upon a moment time cannot dissolve. 


If Light Creates the Most Intense Desire 


If light creates the most intense desire -- 
The gold yet warm reflected radiance 
Bonnard dreamed for his woman endlessly 
Afloat that tranced and weightless moment, 


The waters of desire turned to light -- 

What happens then with darkness? What does it 
bring? 

Night falls across the chapel of glass tiles, 

The bright form darkens and then disappears. 


The bright form turns to canvas in the hand. 
Desire takes up its mere implements, 
And later ink will dry on the white page. 


Her form that moves like Danae to the light, 
A room entirely washed in radiance, 
And vision breaks, like waves, into the world. 


In the Garden at Evening 


O that I might arrive where jubilance 

Of earthly time is felt through every breeze, 
Such clear and yet obscure austere charities 
That touch the soul deeper than any sense. 


What must I do for this? The diligence 

Of ear and eye, a human realm, a grace 
Received, then lost; the body and its peace: 
With these there is no innate reluctance. 


Yet in the long deferral of that Word 
That will not come, that must never come, 
How great is the loss ? Still it must go unheard, 


Though in some way it must be felt, become 
The fallen long-obscured yet human word -- 
Though bound within, still finding its freedom. 


Sandfigures 


To start again take up the old thread 
a braiding rope darkness 
mystery of charmed association holding 
the rope of sand 
follow haphazard opening 


II 


One thing another moving 
purity and compromised illusion 

take note of 

things 
puddles after the rain potent fascination 

my face reflected 

small depth the puddle an inch deep clear 
gazing into blue sky 
sky mud _ bright clouds far near 


the surface trembling face pieces streaked with light 


sky sun sun water eye 


through that face I 
saw the floor of leaves cigar-brown 


amber water 
loam like mud 
times later and I knew auguries 


the rain and wind and clouds 


Ill 


Rectangular burning luminous 


the window was a presence 
made of light 


made out of sun 
dusty rays bright reflecting pane 


illuminated curtains blown inward 
now and then 


These are the elements of ancient memory 


in what sense was it I 
who watching the light 


across the carpet 
or burning in the window's space 
or gleaming on the chair’s claw-foot 


The light is like a call the eye must heed 
it wakens and 


the air is active alive 


cannot stop watching once it starts 
though unencumbered sight at first 


gradually discerns 


a form beyond the window 
the radiant figure 


some shape beyond the glass 


hidden deeply in the light 
dust motes hanging there 


IV 
At night the house is silent 
hear the crack of floorboards the pipe or faucet drip 


listen hear the unaccounted-for 
movement of the night 


footsteps of other times 


I made no sound but slipped from bed 
dressed in the moonlight 


and went out 
The field was full of wet tall grass 


the wind is blowing and the grass hisses and the 
leaves are a kind of surf 


sound that's in your ears when there is no other 
stars moved around 
then stopped 
moved again slowly 
And I was on my back How did I fall? 
The wind is keeping what I'm looking for empty space is 
keeping part of it 


and part is in the ground 


I listen closely for the steps of other times moving 
through the ground 


Vv 


Morning — light come back 


before was Night and Sleep 
particles of 
Being loosened 


shaken loose 


gradually 
one falls into sleep 


deeper intimate remote 
economy 


images acts thought 
dim world of self passageways 
embers 
deep calm of breath now deeper slow 


newly known unbeing apparent void 


Night a scattering sowing so many worlds 
stars selves 


At morning light awakens one awakens with it 
drawn back to the single the known 


identity 
the returning day 


VI 


That morning went out to the back yard 
grass still white misty with frost 
slippery underfoot 
damp sneakers 


plums were rotted on the grass 
the garden a tangle of frost-burnt vines crisping 
yellow khaki green 


grandfather's best wine barrels 
were left out to catch rain 
and now full of rain water 
leaves floating in them 


wells of sky 
forsythia-yellow and rose-madder leaves 
streaks of apple-green and little brown holes 


some floated on the surface others at a depth 


my face somewhere 
among them 


Vi 


A face 
looked back __ floating 


not close not far a face 


the sky clouds leaves passing through over it 
below beyond 


Close eyes press them tight to block 
all the present light 


memory 
lean down far deeper in that well 


the smell of 
damp wood in my nose the sound of water 


echoing around my head 
and my face might touch the surface 


cold 
water on nose and lips 


Vill 


Noon __ the sun was hot and bright 


I lay there watching seeing eyes closed 
seeing with my skin 


manifold and immanent intelligence of the skin 
I knew the sun around me _[ felt its light 


ambient unfocused sensitivity 
in brain and nerve and bone 


The sun is 


warmth and light suffuse one’s total form 
every element of being changes 


in accordance with the 
presence of this light 


mind 
assimilated to this energy 


energy to this mind 


IX 


Light comes from within also 
as from without here 


calm is deep activity, activity calm 
and 
breathing movement thought feeling 
the confluence of realms 


of modes 
of self complex dimension of body 
time and world 


of feeling 
thought 


Memory begin again take up the thread 
I walk out in the field near the dormitory 
it's late one night, the wind is cool 
it is the autumn or the spring 


tall grass brown and stiff , it must be autumn 
therefore 


the smell is from the marshy drainage ditch that 
runs along the road nearby the playing field 


the willow tree blows 
hoarfrost-coated 
in the dark 


the scent is strong of something from the moist ground 
green buds on the white birch trees have just come out 


I had just lately left her 


had come out to the stand of white birch with their 
peeling and black-banded bark 


the early April breeze blows 
through the branches of the birch trees 
where I've come 


The white bark of the white birch 
in the darkness is like memory in darkness 


XI 


The shadow margins 
issuing from time 


the spaces left from intervals just passed 


the 
head however hangs and 


will not lift its weight of hours 


I feel therefore the night's breeze cool upon my face 
the ground is damp and cold 
the movement of the earth and of the wind sound much 
alike 
wandering in my ear now errantly attuned 


reason must consist of listening to words 
to breathing and to passage from one moment to the next 


as the world is borne piecemeal 
from one point to point to point 


from one instant to the 
sand grains falling through a sieve 


and all exists 
in the interval 


XII 
Sand-ribs and corrugations eddies small swift 
whirlpools of sand and larger waves 


streaming particles of light 
the blaze of space and quanta of the day 


the falling storm 
of time incinerating time 


dust of burnt-out moments 
pouring in the hourglass 


time's tide and minute errancies 
erasures and 

bright points of sand lost worlds 

of sand 


you cannot hold them back 


the light pours through 
your hand 


pours down your arm 
and through your heart 
current shivering through 
every nerve and muscle 


your open mouth fills up with sand 


without raising any shout 


you're buried _ silently 
And when night comes_ what are you then 


amere idea but forgotten? 


Xi 


The snow falling for hours -- outside the storm had 
subsided, the wind had died, snow fell straight 
down growing slowly deeper, the ground white 


the basement room -- a corner of the cellar: 
chair and table, work bench, tools, magazines 


a coffee cup cast a shadow across the paper towel 
spread like a placemat 


The house was dark silent floorboards doorjambs 
creaked snapped -- drafts of furnace-warmth 


one lamp on the table -- its shade, once bright, 
yellow now, stained, over the top edge he could 


glimpse the white glare of the bulb 


when he stood his shadow would beam across the 
opposite wall, quiver to huge size 


had been reading but now an effort to stay awake, 
with a start he caught himself nodding 


the basement window -- the snow had made dark 
patterns islands on a map 


the blood pulsing in his head how long had it been 
winter? 


long time 


on the damp concrete wall a millipede 


Rose and paced -- paused before the workbench, a 
photograph was taped up on the wooden doorframe, 
was brown dim _ curling 


thought of the house where they had lived her in 
the garden the sun shining on her white apron with 
the red roses on it 


noontime and the silent field, the warm scent 
from the opened ground, the tall grass that tapped 
against his hand 


XIV 


Alive intime this being evolving form 


The 
sand alive in time abiding 
unstable dissipating all figures 
and sandmarks 
like the sea 


sudden gust blows and sifts about 
handfuls frittering away at ridges 


and inscribed outlines 
which leak away gradually 
become others 


You can blow the grains from your hand 


but you cannot 
blow the beach itself from the shore 


Wind blows on every particle 
wind blown upon 
what can't be moved by wind only 


XV 


That one who committed suicide at twenty-five 


think what a long time it would have taken 
to grind him down 


You move among these others 


who look on 
later you stand too upon the ledge 


Look down 


the up-turned faces watching you 
are yours and if you step back in 


the mirror of the window 
shows your face 


half-transparent with everything 
reflected in its glassy surfaces 


a soap bubble 


one who committed suicide at twenty-five 


XVI 


My breath keeps moving slightly though the stars 
cannot remain in place 
fall constantly along my arm 
it’s heavy _ tingles to touch 
the air 
the grass has gotten cold it is the night 
stars are the signs of night 


dew against my shoulder blade 


night has geometries 
they alter as I touch them 


when I close my eyes_ the night will be 
much simpler 


when my skull and ribcage are left 
to the cricket 


the field mouse 


the night will be much simpler 


Sea Wind, West Wind 


West wind now moving in the moving pines, 
Whoever feels you now will think ‘the sea.’ 
You give the essence of the water to the air 


Then give it back to water once again in rain. 


This breeze blown inland from the open sea 
Will bring the slight suggestion of salt water not yet rain, 
And bring to mind that place from where it's blown: 


From the moving darkness of mid-ocean and midnight, 

Then from the realms of day, 

The morning's blue-green sea, the Lydian activity and 

sparkle 

As the day grows brighter, 

The whitening sun, the water's pointillist glare, 

The reflection of the midday light 

Upon the pure fluidity of water turned to water turned to 
water once again. 


And so I feel this wind, a movement in the moving 
branches -- 

Just slightly touched at random points, 

Just moved so as to make their shadows imperceptibly 

Shift and alter, to suggest activity, 

Some realm of process hidden or diffused. 


And from this recessed stand of trees, breeze-visited 
Yet still, sweet smelling, shadowed, needle-matted and 
cool, 


A vague path overgrown with wild berry vines and grass 
Leads gradually down a slope 

And brings me to the shelf at cliffs edge 

Fronting out to sea. 


I stand there looking out. 


The sun is straight above, the sky now blue and clear, 

A glare comes off the water, a plane of light 

Beneath me -- burning, active and still. 

A glittering abyss of light, fallen 

From the abyss of sun and sky, from where we once had 
come. 


The breeze picks up, 

Crazing the sun's reflection on the water, 

The early, nameless one, 

The water furrowed by the sharp cold breeze 

That blows across my face and through my hair. 

I feel it on myself and listen 

To catch nothing but this light and wind, 

-- Things that bring perfection 

To this moment now, here -- as I myself must do, 
Standing at noon to watch the sun upon the breaking floor. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 


something other than the social understanding. 
Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 


it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 


something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 
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